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2a ANOTHER PARLIAMENTARY SCENE. 
a It ts with the deepest regret that I learn that Poor Papa has at length marred what has hitherto been a blameless polttical career. It appears that in 
is anxiety to call the attention of the House to his pet Bill for abolishing the Duty on ‘Unsweetened,’ Dad put himself ‘out of order,’ as they say at 
Vestminster, and was rather sharply recalled by Sir Wilfrid Lawson. My hasty-tempered parent thereupon lost his head and challenged the teeiotal 
aronet to mortal combat. A scene of terrific uproar ensued, at the conclusion of which the Speaker promptly ordered Papa’s immediate suspension.” —Toorsie. 


THE STORY WITH A MORAL (without words). 


A JOLLY HOST. 


— fa 


ABOUT 1680 there was a fine old-fashioned wayside inn at 
Sudbury, in Gloucester. 

It was kept by a jolly, red-faced man named William 
Davis, who had held ‘the house about forty years. It had 
all round the country the best of names for the excellence 
of its accommodation, its plentiful table and well-stocked 
cellars. Its silver drinking tankards had a reputation that 
had reached adjacent couuties, and the landlord, landlady 
and their buxom daughters and brawny rons seemed to 
have no thought of thieves in that of all inns on the road. 

Yet inns were not all like this—indeed, the reverse was 
the rule, and there were even dens into which unhappy 
travellers were lured and robbed and murdered, their bodies 
often being buried in the cellar, Of the state of the roads 
it would be difficult to give a picture that would be believed, 
but in bad weather they were impassable. So when travel- 
ling, wet and weary, they caught sight of the red glow 
through the window curtains, and when the sound of their 
coach wheels brought someone to the inn door, and they 
obtained an inviting glimpse of the warmth and coinfort 
within, no wonder that they often deterinined to alight and 
break the journey, and emall cause they had to repent it. 

In the chimney-corner and round the roaring fire many 
alarming stories were told of the black-vizored knights of 
. the ra many of them by the host himself, who, having in 
CHAPTER III, addition to his inn, two or three extensive farms, wis 


CHAPTER II, 


CuapPTer I, 
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compelled to be frequently absent from home, and thus picked up 
a good deal of the passing news. 

One day he had to tell how a single highwayman sto) four 
a in one of which was n Quakeress who refused to hand 
over. He bade the coachman wait, robbed the other carriages, and 
returned, when, swearing a volley of the most fearful oaths, he 
caused her to deliver up a purse of guinens,a gold watch and a 
diamond ring. “Whereupon they parted as good friends as when 
they were first introduced to each other.” 

pon another occasion he related how this same des lo 
stopped the Duchess of Albermarie in her coach, accompa by 
a coachman, two footmen and a postillion. These he engaged in 
combat and disabled. The brave old Duchess struggled hard to 
preserve her own, and seeing a coach approaching with a retinuc 
of servants, he contented himself by tearing three diamond rings 
from her fingers, and snatching a gold watch, with which he 


galloped away. 

Again the same robber sto; ,on Finchley Common, a young 
gentleman, who swore he had no money on him, but being searched 
two hundred pounds were found concealed upon his person. 

more story, and of the same highwayman. He met an old 

ier on Putney Heath with whom he got into talk, and whom 

e told he had seen some suspicious persons behind them that he 

suspected to be thieves, and he begged the grazier to take charge 

of ten guineas for him, which, he said, would be safer in his cus- 

tody on account of the meanness of his, the grazier's, clothing. 

The grazier then confided in him, with a chuckle, that he himself 

had fifty guineas stitched up in his shirt-tail, and to these he added 

the ten. It is surely unnecessary to add that, on parting company, 
the robber carried away the shirt-tail. 

But all things come to an end, and so did the career of the 
robber—and, by the way, that of the jolly host also, who proved to 
be one and the same person. A hue and cry was raised, and he was 
seized and clapt into prison, tried, con ned and hanged on 
December 20th, 1689. 

We are told that “he spent his life in prison in the same merry 
way in which his former life had been passed,” 
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Love APARES. 

That thare Hallexandy av maid a purty Hass off iself I doan’t 
think. He never sai wot secksts he ware inn the advertixement 
an 14 chapps av took im fora gal an no gals av rote. Thare’s 18 
pense gorn wrong. Karnt tell plarfin. Haw! haw !—sined bil. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


——— 
Oe Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 


should inclose a stamped encelope large enough to containthe 
contributions submitted. Dv not inclose loose stamps, 


Many thanks for offer, FATTY; But it's hardly in our line, 
Much obliged for sketches, CEDAR, Which we with regret decline. 
One or two, that's all, EXQUIRER. Nothing like it, ALH.G. Pur 
Threeha'pence, WOULDN'T Miss [T, You can p'' it posted free, 
Done before, A FRIEND OF TOOTSIE's. (Glad to hare your note, 
ii Masx- Not that we're aware of, Torsy ; Jt was one of ALLY'S 
larks. 

———— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 

The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World 
Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 

3 monthe, 18. &d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 

In Stamps or P.0.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tink SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kivaques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE La Banque, 


—— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Wall be paid to the next-of-hin cliri f Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall ap foe to meet 
with his or her death ina Lailway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER'8 HALF- 
Houipar” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'S I[ALF-HoLipay” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, eapiring at 9 o'clock the 
Yolloncing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ScENE—Convict Prison. 
Kind-hearted Visitor. And what brings you here, my poor man? 
Desperate Character, Insomnia, sir. 
Kind-hearted Visitor. Dear, dear, how sad; and did it really 
drive you to crime? 
Desperate Character. Not exactly, sir; you see the gentleman 
couldn't sleep the night 1 broke in, and ‘e ‘card ine, 


Mr. Sloper. 1 have often wondered why this country received 
the name of “ The Tight Little Islind.” 

Mrs, Sloper (sarcastically). 1 should think you, of all people, 
ought to know why; but perhaps you'd better ask your frien 
Booser. 


Newman. What nonsense it is being so bally particular who goes 
down first to dinner, and who last. 

Sharplcigh. It isn't always nonsense, I can assure you—especi- 
@lly if there are not suftivient oysters to go roun 


s 
HE kissed her once, he kissed her twice, 
He kissed her thrice and four times, 
And, when he found the game so nice, 
He kissed her several more times, 


And ‘twixt the mouths of George and Beas 
Full fast the microbe wended, 

And wondered which would him posscne 
When the kissing game was ended ! 


s 
Possible Employer (ei ing packer). Yes, the hours are 
certainly Bert aged, and that’s why 1 want someone who is 
accustomed to confinement. 
Applicant. Then, I'm your man, sir; I've had seven years 
ex in the county gaol. *\° 


Mistress. Here is the material for your afternoon dresses, May ; 
would you like me to get it made up for you at my dressmaker's? 
The New Paylour Maid, No, thank you. ma'am, I always 
to trust myself in the hands of my own modiste. 


“ HAVE you ‘The Soul’s Awakening?” she asked of the new 
Reslenat atthe music seller's. And the poor flurried mare: after 
a hasty search, responded : “ No, misa, we haven't, but I can let 
you have ‘it must have been the Lobster. 
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Miss Romantic (sighing). And there is no cure for love! 


Ag) "e"or@ 


. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 617.—The “Dame Durden” Costume, 


Mrs. Practical. Yes there is, dear—marriage. 


id Hi! stop! confound you! the bottom has come out of the 


cab! 
Deaf Cabby (who thinks he is being told to drive faster). Don't 
Ace worry; pag we can do Waterlos in twenty ss fee A rights 
ee up 


MUSIC HATH CHARMS. 
“A falling swell on the light guitar.” 


\ oe 


(Saturday, February £2, 1£9¢, 


Before the Banquet. 
Wiggs (a Steward). 1 want you to propose “The Ladies,” ,.; 
” 


man. 
Wauggs. Oh, certainly; but—er—I thought in leap year ¢),. 
ladies always proposed Themselves. i ' oe 
[ Really, you know, a man like this ought to be—_ 

ss 


s 

Mre, Quiverful. What do you think, dear? That hty bo: 
Tom iol room tothe pantry and eaten all that suet pudding 1i,,; 
was left from dinner. . 

Mr, Quiverful (with vivid recollections of why it was 1; 
Poor boy! But, there, to-morrow will be Saturday, so he wili |, 
able to lie in bed all day. 

Mare. Quicerful, Beast! es 


THEuE is a pleasure, so Lord B; sings, 

_ rashiges woods, and — wha things : 
n ‘good comrade, Brokey: yy name, 

Has likewise found much comfort in the same. 


Lord Beron loved, in lonely walks, “ to steal 

From all he waa, and had been.” Greater zeal 
Inspires our comrade, as to woods and shores : 
He flies, “to steal from all his——creditors !"" 


s 

Snicker. So Muggins and Miss Montmorency are married, e}' 

Daroxcomeier then ell mched  aetawlng toe 
nacker. Oh, yes, I think so, as things go. He is w to 

for het, and obe'ie willing that he shoold. oa 


ss 


s 

“T gee that Lushington has been laying in some coal,” observe! 
Mr. Clumberbump, as he watched the waggon leaving his neiz),. 
hour's house. “ Dear, dear, you don't say so?” exclaimed Mrs. 
* and it was only two nights ago, as their Mary told vur Sari, 
that he was laying in the gutter and came home covered with muj 
—but that would brush off better than coal, wouldn't it?” 

ss 


She. What do men talk about when they are together? 
He. Oh, about women, asa rule, What do women talk about’ 
She. About themselves, of course. 


s 
Editor. Poor Old Muffles called on me to-day. He has been 
trring to write for years, but he's failed in every department, 
still, [ wish I could give him something: to do, ouly I don’t knox 
what to offer him. 
oo The very man for literary critic! Shall I write t) 
0 


Bachelor Friend, Yes, yes, of course I congratulate you, but- 
er—don't you think ‘eatvie e is rather a tie? ae 

Benedict (who has wedded money), Certainly, a very proper-ty 
in my case, °° 


My neighbour's watch-dog's how] is such 
That all ny soul dismayed is ; 
The midnight cats I fain would clutch 
And drown their cries in Hades ; 
Yet I hate those sounds not half so much, 
O gussip-loving ladies, 
As the babbie the gabble of your tea-imbibing rabble. 
When in criticisms cruel of your absent friends ye dabbic! 


ar cs. So your name's Johnnie, eh? And who were you name 
er 

Johnnie. Oh, lots of people: everyone who was christenvi 
before me, I s'pose. *° 


Benevolent Gentleman. Dear, dear, this is a dreadful night to 
he out ing toed man ; come in and have a cup of hot coffee. 
_ Night Watchman. Thank you, sir, but I never touches it ; 1 tind 
it keeps me aWake for hours. *.° 


Friend of the Family. With all those daughters of yours, I've no 
— ou find it necessary to husband your resources as much :: 
possible. 

Fuilquiver. You're right, my dear fellow, and between ourselves. 
it I don’t soon manage to husband some of the girls I shall be i 
the Bankruptcy Court. 

—— eee 


A PAINFUL AFFAIR. 

Last Sunday morning, about nine o'clock, while A. SLOPE? was 
floating gracefully in his tub at Brill’s Baths, Brighton, there was. 
loud knock at the door, and George the attendant entered. “Ji 
you please, sir, Mr. G. H. Chirgwin is outside, and is anxious t 
pay his res ” said the faithful George, bowing to the ground. 
“Give my love to Mr. Chirgwin, and tell him I'm not ina cond 
tion ae now to receive visitors, but I'll meet him at the Old Shir 
in half an hour.” But before last word had passed the Oli 

Un's lips, Good Old Spot himself had shoved his way into the 
bith-room, and the Eminent had to hide his blushes with a towel 
which fortunately was handy. The White-Eyed One, without 
further ado, there and then p ed to perform on A. SLOPE: 
what he described as the “Kaffir Shampoo,” an effort  whici 
mainly consisted of a series of sharp spanks, which A. SLOPE 
ssys will never be effaced either from his memory or the other 
part. The next morning ALLY took the first train to town, and 
without delay consulted Sir George Lewis, who advised immediate 

ings should be taken—not in a legal sense, but of the 
vinegar-cum-brown-paper order. We are in a position to state 
alley oR ee See Seer eed, roms his colctior, i 
offe: supply e vinaigre and the ier, Yet another 
iustance of Peace with Honour! : a 


ae 


ACCORDING TO NUTTALL. 

Sue had been brought up in the way she should go, and, when 
she had grown to be a big girl, she had not departed from the 
paths of her parents, Her name was Matilda, she was twenty 
years of age, and she was altogether so precise and correct. 1h: 
she always parted her hair carefully in the middle with the ai:l of 
a T-square. She was a lady clerk in the Fleet Street post-ottic. 
She may be that still, but the probability is that she has been 
spirited away to the shores of the elect. For she was too guod tv 
live in this vale of wickedness. 

One day a stout, florid, irnscible-looking man dashed into the 
Rost-ofice, He was ina terrible state of excitement, and exiled 

lewdrops of haste from every pore. (We should say that ther 
poured out of the pore fellow, only tomime season is nearls 
oer) The man seized hold of a telegram form, snatched up 4 
pencil, and wrote furiously for a minute. 

His precipitancy and evident excitement disturbed the balan? 
of Matilda’s chaste and well-ordered brain. She kind of shrunk 
from connection with the burly, hasty individual, and would have 
retired to the privacy of a back-roum, but he dashed up to we 
counter and flung down his message. 

With blanched vi she faced the ordeal. Her fingers tremb'e! 
as ane gingerly picked up the poyer, sod her eyeballs rattled 9 
she these words: “To Jones, ord Arms, Slocum Podger.- 
Dam the stream and blast the rock.” 

For a second her reason trembled in the balance. Should she 
refuse the missive? Had her eyes read arightly? Then the a” 
Jrvid of British maidenhood asserted itrelf. 

* Well,” she said, “I will take the message, though 1 think ! 
ought not. But allow me to point out that you have omitted the 
tinal ‘n’ in the seventh word. 

The stranger glared fora second, and then cried, angrily, “ Ho" 
dare you? you think that I,a churchwarden of the paris" 
would swear by telegraph? It is a message to my foreman, anil | 
is laying some trout-beds in the stream that runs through tl 
Squire's park,” 


, February 22, 1868.) 
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SOME CONSOLATION, ANYHOW. 


‘THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all paris of the World. RAVENSRUE. 
CHAPTER VIII. 


4 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY BACH BOX 


— 


Sa 


4 CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT 
INDIGESTION 
HEADACHE 
GIDDINESS 
DEBILITY, and 
ALL STOMACHIC TROUBLES. 


Mawr eer = 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
9d. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Pleet St., London, E.C., 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


Then I may have 


‘he muttered, “as rich as kings, 


Edwina!” 

“You may bet 
your boots you 
will,” said Alan. 
wick, “And you 
will also be able 
to get out of this 
damp old rheu- 
maticky hole, and 
live inall the com. 
forts of civiliza. 
tion.” 

“It is the home 
of my_ fathers,” 
ot Ravensrue, 


iy. 

“ And a precious 
oor home it was 
for them, — Bless 
my soul! it has 
suited me to stay 


Work 


here for one pur- 
pose, but another 


six months of it 
J A REAL BOON TO LADIES, s2?"": 
weigh TO Especially to those who wish to know of Bo fete acca 
ah. spec © those who wish to know of a act is,no amou 
irs, ( am reat fg and speedy remedy for all irre- a of pecan witl 
Sarah, : : gularities and obstructions, a remedy which make this old 
b mud Melancholy Individual, Ah! Z get no luck ; Z wasn't born with under the most trying circumstances and in LADIES wreck — comfort- 
iiver spoon inmy mouth! = ; ; 5 the most difficult and LADIES able.” 
His Dentist (who is fitting him witha Upp? guinea ect"). Never ORSTINATE CASES LADIES “ But if we leave 
nd, you'll soon be able to die with a gold plate in it! NEVER ey AFFORD LAD it, as you ay se “You are sure it is right?” 
out? EF LAD mi some bor- 
aes No Geshonian file A, rw woune. ible. LADIES der thioves will come and ooeePy i a Epvoenree: Ange ser- 
opeless, 8 simply impossible, vanta may even return, it mi: t int thieves,” 
es TOOTSIE AT THE BRIT. as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES ‘“"Not such i tent ait ates earned jinto a den of thieves.” 
nent. —~— writes: two of that. This castle is the last place that anyone is likely to 


kine take shelter in fora good while, and when you have the moucy im 


hand, you can use what remains of it asa quarry for the new house 
you will build as a country residence, Come with me till 1 uufold 
iny plans to you.” 

Ravensrue and Alanwick strode off to the cell ia the tower 
which the alchemist had occupied, Here they gazed in ecstasy ou 
the substance over which Alanwick had toiled and sweated, 


Rs, SARA LANE is one who does not believe in the choice of an 
story for her Christmas pantomime. She wants none of your 
ndereilas and Aladdine up-to-date, or otherwise, and no more do 
> happy Hoxtonites, who nightly cram her boxes, pit, and gallery 
m year’s end to year’s 6 

he Britannia is a remarkable theatre, and has an ever constant 
lowing that is quite enough to fill the house, without the assist- 


“By adopting your treatment my anxiety IBS 
and misery enact within iwoatytour hours, LADIES 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. LADIES 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, LADIES 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn tee is enclosed with all testi- LADIES 


‘ite to 


= monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, “ You are sure it is right /" said Ravensrue, half in doubt. 
prer-ty as one bottle at 4s, 6d.’ (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- LADIES “Right?—right as a trivet. 1 have tested it every way. It is 
ually sufticient for any case. LADIES perfect,” said Alanwick. 


Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to LADIES “All that is required is 


Lefaeloloelsteteletlotefatatarsteretats 


any lady on Larva tal er ahaa envelope. LAD to put it on the market, 
weed eaes, ERB i an 
repare for departure,” 

LONDON, S.W. LADIES Mthe precious » 


Lh akan stuff waa 
packed away in parcels 
along with samples of 
the paredionts with 
which thealchemist had 
wrought his experi- 
ments, Their clothes 
were also packed into 
handy bags, and with 
these they stole out in 
the darkness, and de- 
posited them safely ina 
darksome copse about 
atmileaway. All night 
ae they toiled on with 
their preparations, and 
when day broke the: 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 


Are Unequalled. The most effectual en carth Nothing can resist them. 
94d., 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6. Seut free from observation by 


rame| 


stene 


Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist, 


Da. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


ht to 


finds 


ve no 
ich os 


SOMETHING LIKE DEVOTION. 


elves, First BIt. flung ones nen _ 
oe “ LOOKEE young fellow,” cried Farmer Corntossel, angrily, COUCHES AAT BOT 
* as he conducted the gon hee man with the long hair and the les turbed. The servants 


cme not near them, and 
when they awoke the 
had to forage for their 
own food. 
That presented little 
heey A huge ber 
Ab : and the remains a 
ae goodly baron of beef 
was still in the pantry, and there was no lack of beer to wash the 
solids down. he Alchemist was speedily at work once more. 
Deep down in the dungeon of the Custle he was busy. He had 
with oot toil dug a huge hole in the wall, and into this he packed 


like eyes down to the spot where the great mill-pond finished and 
the gravel path, leading to the gate, began, “Jest understand that 
no lon -woolled, bleating-voiced, poetry-makin, pus, sich as 
you, kin ever be considered a sootable hus for Susie, and so 
git off about yer business, and durned quick, too, or I'll let the 
winter sunshine inter yer with this yere hay-fork!" 

Samuel Shottmitcher Smith gazed despairingly at the irate 
agriculturalist, then at the ge of the exte hay-fork, and 
then with a wild cry, dashed into—the bubbling mill-pond !!! 

SECOND CHUNK. 
5 “ ae us!” cried ~ Sony aeneed a. of the rap when 
S = 70ung man's tregionet, _* He’ Fantieved cowie, bag after bag of a dark, bluish-coloured material, 
farm—worse nor when Farmer Sethmarten sent a glandered cow to BR & . : 9 
Pe bounded satisfaction. market—hol hoi—Goiles—Peter—coom, coom lads, wi’ ropes— That is a fine stuff that will be useful some day,” he said to 
be ic! ” 


y u Ravensrue, “and I know well enough how to make more when it 
which re, Marie Brian, Cissie Kent, and other bright and ; M A long ro on the end of which was a balloon - grapnel is wanted. Meanwhile we will make it useful for our purpose. 
OPER id of Will pag A. 8. Spry, J. H. Wakefield, and a number (jeft in a fiel years before by an unfortunate aerona 


ut whose Ihe Church has cursed us; we will give the Church occasion to 
other clever fellows who seem up to anything, and are all great nachine unhappily reversed when at a considerable height), was believe the curse is effective. 
», and yourites with the audience. 


Soleana Sharphones : Tritriz: 
Mr. WILL CRACKLES. Mr. J. H. WAKEFIELD, 


mr wis 
wis a ce of stragglers from other quarters of the town, yet they are 
pat ficiently numerous. 

mist" rs. Lane does thin 

ound, 
ondi- 
| Shir 
Old 
o the 


towel Hdison, year after vear 8 


e ° e « e e 
As night fell the hermit of Knowsdaile gathered around him 


; flung into the seething mill-pond in the precise s where a few 
“ee at t gots : , bed i 900 See ene ee bubbles indicated the fact 7 ieee Shottmitcher bvemyagys ill the revolted retainers of Ravensrue. If truth must be told the 
n 0 utterly astonish reat iw, t e caught and a mi, aulin y fy . 7 

state oreigner, he should take bape for spueimaiehd tation Sore to cee him, 8. EL Binith hal good man was oorely tried with his fullowers. There were numbers 
ry hias im there. He should, now nothing left to live for: he only wished to be allowed to th Q had beanies 
other forehand, engage a drown comfortably, But it was not to be. ey 


hasty in casting 
THIRD DOLLop. away the goo¢ 


Wet and dripping, with rank weeds neg inhishairandmud things of the 
eels wriggling in his overcoat pockets, Samuel Shottmitcher Smith [tavensrue party for 
stood in the presence of his preserver, the while Giles and Peter the meagre pro- 
detached the balloon grapnel from the would-be suicide’s clobber. vender the hermit 

“ An’ 10w, git thee gone,” thundered the veteran vegetable raiser, had been able to 
“an’ wheu yer say Pd prayers to-night, doan’ forget that yer owe provide. But the 
yer life to Farmer Thomas Corntossel.” good old man_ was 

“What? What?" gasped the damp young lover, affecting the strong in his faith. 
greatest astonishment. 


vate box, which is 
ily doneat the West-end 
braries and Booking 
tices. They should have 
when inner early, and go vidi the 
n the ind, Fleet Street and 
heapside, to Hoxton. As 
u approach, point out to 
e foreigner the crowd 
ere is. It is close upon 


i @ ning ery) prem “I say as ‘ow yew’'re not to forget that you owe me yer life,” fant Me, jen 
ou tv a peek 1 =e Forwatad | the farmer. : y from the window of 
he Li ‘th hot id it aT “Then,” cried the young man, magnanimously, “ what I owe I'll the cell used by 
D i d nd me an . Peraeall pay! Our family was always g for twenty shillings in the the Alchemist in 
ty Hs ‘toh ot whe body pound, My life is yours, with it I will serve you; upon my sacred the distant castle, 
a i pad th: ree y oath, I will never, xerer leave you!” the old man once 
sate herei : rap antes With these impassioned words, Samuel Shottmitcher Smith more hurled the 
ups og pit oy be heve rushed at the astonished farmer and wept tears of joy—and a few anathemas of the 
lance lieeted fa the e sree? pints of the millpond—upon his honest bosom. Church upon the 
at But you go inside Look FouRTH, AND CoNcLUDING Dosk. . unholy dvings of 
ice the sea at faces mount- Strange as it may seem, Farmer Corntossel did not swoon with the evil men who 
iil Z from tloor to ceilin delight upon hearing this declaration of devotion. But $.8.Sinith were working 
ae urk at the thunders of had sworn allegiance, and for months he followed the simple wickedness in the 
bled plause, I wonder what ‘armer like a pet spaniel—some even ray that he became such a castle. For « 
ies e profits are at the year’s burden of affection to the old man that his death, which happened moment he paused 
a - ad? , at the end of the tenth ered ote “yp welcome ig an eel coe ete 
Se ‘hi senso 4 Anyhow, Samuel 8. Smith runs that farm now, and Susie chops and, and then an 
1 she Lod om iG wee Tae up the chickens’ food with a knife held in a chubby hand that awesome sound 
a mon Ovf-Bird, ‘and wears a heavy gold band round its third finger. And whenever broke upon the 
‘ts bls with the sacrifice of Sir Tristram: Miss AMY LYSTER. Samuel has any friends come down from town—Somers Town, to night air—a dull, ; ' 
ink 1 trembling maiden to the be gel peerige always ae =e into the Hiihe Dearie ou: bd bees been Ph vachlatced A rattling, tearing crash, 
the ny s byher apple closet, and shows them, hanging from the ceiling, a i ye avensrue . 
4 the ilant ketone ae ieables wt Bot ernet lc eenetes fecanle silver-plated balloon grapnel. 7 : i was seen bending Sera Se here he a rattling, tearing 
Tow tire of the present cent (for the knight is also a lady in “ Barring that they tore my only pair o’ trowsy’s to ribbins,” he — crash, and a moment later ac ond of dust sovering Over & mass 
ak ality), go home to capper, which I trust they enjoy. If you says. ae eow as, “them there houks did me the best turn I ever ctealns vex el! ied reveinest Of MED oe ra ill ecokea 
‘he ren't f v ou’ . had in the world !’ The effective c » her : 
ane , well wortury oe comms oo) clot td Pretty little romance, isn’t it? of in these parts.—(7u be continued neet week.) 


60 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—ALFRED AUSTIN, Esq. 


UU ” 


~ 


A. SLOPER bears no ill-feeling, and cheerfully called to interview 
Mr. Alfred Austin at that gentleman's request; although he must 
acknowledge that at first he did feel a bit hurt that Ae was not chosen 
to fill the office of Poet Laureate. “I did not notice, Mr. Austin 
either slouch hat or cloak hanging up in your hall, neither do i 
observe your golden hair hanging down your back. Can you explain 
this?” “Quite unn - Do not my works, which | will 
enumerate, speak forme? ‘ Iph,’ my bantling, published when 
at the age of eighteen——" “Stay! you 


Eminent com 


thunders loud, Our 


SLOPER won't be there! 


Kingdom? 
being sung at that Temple hallowed by Finette, Lardi 

Hollingsworth, J. G. Ford, Unsworth, and Mackney?” A slight 
tinge ie rose to the poet's cheek. “Now, my dear Alfred, you 
must not be jealous, but I will here recite u little patriotic thing of 


SAVED IT THERE. 


war-charged air, A 
Arms, A. SLOPER WILL 


Sull poetic licence.) 


Jack. They must have spent a lot of money on dressing this burlesque. 
Madge. Yes, but look how they've economized over the actresses. 


AS OTHERS SEE US. NOT TO BE WONDERED AT 


ef ay latest rig-out has startled the mater 
shockingly, dear, but it’s fetching the chap- 


1 hote’d by the latest process). Great 
contd eeee hah I'm nota living skeling- h f 
ton, None of your new-fangled photography , ho end."—Ertract frum letter of the 


for me, thank you. Hon, Kitty Dashaway. 


~~ 


my own George Edwardes is most anxious to secure for the Empire.” 
Then clearing his throat with a sexpcon of “ Unsweetened” the 
menced : “ Let forei 
and drum, And trumpets brazen 

And stubbornly do fight, A. SLOPER won't be there! Where cannon 
warships sailin 
Where bayonets deadly thrust, An 


charge’ Baga And death 
not . Aret ely Britons dare The rash besieging 
not known by heart by every man, woman, and child in the Uni ‘oe, And deal out blow for blow, A. SLOPER won't be there! And 


urther, is not your last effusion, ‘Jameson's Ride,’ now while we English boast, And drink the Nation's toast, And sniff the 
w son, nd cry ‘To arms! To arms! Within the Sloper 


there!" (N.B.—The Editor assumes that 
his chief claima for the above illustratiuns to this stirring war song 


rform his dance, While bra 


(Saturday, February 22, 1895, 8s 


°.° Miss Sloper will be delighted to reeyj,, 
photographs from those of her friends whi 
portraits hare not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


legions come, With rifle, sword 
lare! While we defend our right, 


proud, The enemy to scare ; 
mb-shells wildly bust, A. 
rs rear and 


No. 431.—M1ss Ftora BLAKE. 
“Ne'er were the boards by fairer maiden graced.” 
—The Dook Snwek, 


“ For love is but a most delicious torment.” 


” 


“T am but one among her thousand slaves, 
—The Hon, Billy, 


THE ELDER SUFFERS MARTYRDOM AGAIN. 
me y R 


2 ae 


(2) “ Laddir,” said the Elder, “dae ye ken the direection o’ the Free Kirk?” 


x fl x D 
(3) A few minutes after the Free Kirk Meenister loupit ower the poopit howling wi’ a screechi"s 
vil hanging tae his coat-tails, 


Saturday, February 22, 1896.) 


ees 
“Pey “rs ull-yeeeSsity. 


pare A—+ WS 


6lramrock-vs Th ble. 


Com Paul on hid e Gravels rs “ dekurd . Grievanees. 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Ten millions is the sum, I hear, That we're to spend on ships this year :—Right through the strike will soon take place—Loud is the outcry inst the Muzzling Order, but experience has 
cown the quarry went, With staghounds hot upon the scent :—Cvme over here Paul Kruger must, proved that its enforcement is the only effectual method of stamping out rabies, and no dog owner 
The row to properly adjust :—Against the order hosts protest, But I must own it's for the best:— should grudge the extra trouble. After all, it’s the poor bow-wow that suffers most inconvenience, 
A great reception Suc obtains, £ Parliament for all his pains :—Througheut the crowd, which Poor Snatcher says he has serious thoughts of —_e aWay with himself. It's enough to give any 
was immense, Becitement ruled, I hear, intense :—If naught is dune tv smovth the case, Another self-respecting dog the hump. —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


HEARD AT THE HILARITY. A FRIGHTFUL ALTERNATION. ANOTHER RIG OUT. 


¢ 


fo/ 
Ethel (very rich), Uf Vaccept you, you will require “How much doer the stuf cost, 
to give up smoking and drin ng. A Maudie; I'in so hardap?  “ Ouly balf- 
Bob (very poor). Vf you don't accept me, ll a-guinea a yard, dear.” Well, | suppose 
require to give up smoking, drinking and eating. a yard will be suflicient ?" 


IT TOOK THE NAP OFF THE PERSIAN. SHE NEARLY FAINTED. 


/ 


/ 


/ 


/. 


: 


\ 
™ 


aching Lottie, They're saying that the manager has got an entirely new cast in his mind. 
Pearl, Good gracious! 1 knew he had one in his eye. 


BeOS 4 

Onlooker, 1 hope the 
making will be like their +] : 

sweeper ; I Onlookeress, What!) You hope it will 


i . Vil pn get over me worrk at this be unintelligible? 
ne on foal, ihgoge: & Onlovker, No, my dear, Navvy-gabble. 


Se Oe ee ee 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—2— 


P.rsty 238 at the Palace Theatre is indeed booming. It's a very 
chilly day when Mr, Charles Morton—the Von Moltke of the music- 
hall—gets left. Get vour show 
talked about is evidently his 
motto, and he acts up ta it to 
the letter. Zabicanz Virants 
are played out elsewhere, but 
the new series at the Paluce— 
well, there!!! ALLY has been 
in the front row of the stalls 
with forty-horse-power binoc- 
ulars almost siguily lately. And 
the rest of the entertainment? 
Capital! Fun, talent and Love- 
liness—with a big L, please, Mr. 
Compositor. And at the shrine 
of uty the Old Man has 
always been a worshipper most 
devout, ve 

s 


OxXcE more has our clever 
contemporary, the Pall Mall 
(uzette, changed its editorial 
stall; but not its policy this 
time. Mr. Millionaire Astor is 
wroth with Mr. Henry Cust for 
certain all reflections upon 
America. The late editor is also 
angry and indignant at his treat. 
ment by the Yankee proprietor. 
ahity dn the cont » deat nie to admir- 

controversy, however, re is vo truth in the rumour 
that Mr. Cust cussed, mr ee 
s 


THE Proprietors of Sloper's Pills have just presented St. Mary's 
Somers Town Harriers with a panbesine Cape which will be is 
for at the end of this month. . « 

se 


Miss “ BirDIE” SUTHERLAND is to be congratulated u the 

rrenpeoeqeen soon elie petiined = her rin apse ——— 
, however, y 

ae ee 5 ry e inom nown at the Gaiety us the 

s 


PRESIDENT KrvceEr has made up his mind to visit London. 
Rude journalists have frequently r ferred to him as an old fox, but 
it ix now stated that he will be one of the season's “lions.” This is 
peculiar, because Ally always understood the old chap was a bit of 
a Boer, ce 

s 

BeTTeR Times for Farmers! To those who have any real 

knowledge of the present awful state of agriculture, it sounds 


wildly im le; 
but crowning men 
clutch at straw OPE 
and the promises o do 


reforms recently 
held out by Mr. 
Ralfour and Mr. 
Walter Long have 
afforded some satis- 
fuction in various 
uarters. Whether 

antici leg- 
islation will domuch 
to lessen the bur- 
dens upon the 
uhoulders the 


LAT TERING § 


Tae Moth-Enten 
— has this day 
n proneed to con- 
fer the “Award of 
Merit” upon J. A. 
CoLuInas, because he's a capital “ band.” “Old ‘un,” chirrupped 
the son and heir, “there's no gettin’ away from it, ver do find 'em 
but it takes yer a jolly long time in some casea, Why ain't "e ‘nd 
before? It ain’t everybody as can work the ivories like Collings, 
aad 30 knows it.” ALLY did know it, but he wouldn't admit it, 
a 
the 


& 
Ales — means asking of au ones eos Jeter, “Wot — 
ra, excepting to knock chaps a who was only 
‘alf om size!” . i 


Ly ye prme oo Fraud le have caught it exceedingly hot at the 
hands of the Common sad carry Men who know their don say 


that this is not the only Massage Fraud that wants exposing. 
es 


Crourt's Dog Show at the Agricultural Hall last week achieved 
its — auorees. The ger ee Ggecrtooes of — photo- 
was an interesting an ig tractive ure, 
be Stalations to all concerned. Z 


Maus. Laxatry's action against her bank for damages for the 
loss of her jewels comes on almost immediately. “ Lily and Her 
Lost Diamonds” promises to be highly interesting. 


s 

THE management of the Princess's deserve every congratulation 
for the success of a plucky, but oft-tried-with-failure, experiment. 
“ Popular p "had 
become almost n 
synonym for inferior 
entertainment, but at 
Wilson Barrett's old 
theatre in Oxford 
Street this reproach 
cannot be hurled 
with any truth at the 
productions which 
ve recently figured 
in the bill. Zhe Col- 
leen Bawn, a8 we 
stated recently, is the 
latest, and — Bouci- 
cault’s fine old Srish 
drama has undoubt- 
edly “caught on.” 
* Real water” has 
played an important 
part in the Princess's 
production, and in 
the famous cave 
scene it lends a start- 
ling air of reality to 

the performance. 


woeeeet Leonard 
5 Venzel, F.U.S., is 
—— going to work again 
for the Empire. SLOPER congratulates composer and manage- 
ment. M. Wenzel is writing the next ballet on the subject of 
Monte Christo, and another of ALLY's nals—“ Richard-Henry,” to 
wit—is getting out the scenery. Mr. Ernest Ford will still retain 
hie post of conductor tu the truly mayuificent orchestra, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


4 CALENDAR FOR THE WKEK EXDINUY FEBRUARY 2978, 1896. 


ee eel 
23rd February, 1632.—Samuel Pepys, most delightful of 
BOssips, was boru this day. 


24th February, 1863.—Under this date Chambers says: 
“The choice vianders of the 1th century ‘paid epicurean prices for 
euiciow mo of the whale, the porpoise, the grampus, and the 
sen-wolf,” 


25th February, 1831.—The Garrick, the first and best of 
theatrical clubs, was established this day. When the Junior Garrick 
in Adelphi Terrace was closed, the Yorick, a most coss and com- 
fortable little club was established by some of its lute members in 
Beaufort Buildings, and flourishes now. 


26th February, 1574.—There was n severe carthquake this 
day iu Yorkshire aud the Midland Counties. 

Q7th February, 1705-6.—Evelyn, the diarist, died this 
day in his house in "Dover Street, Piccadilly. “This excellent 
man—the perfect model of an Enylish gentleman of the Seven- 
teenth century.” —Chambers, 


28th February, 1874.—The Tichborne trial ended this 
day. Many thousands of persons, sane in every other respect 
believed in the impostor, and in spite of his recently published 
confession do now, 


20th February, 1884.—General Graham, with about 4000 
troops, chietly Britixh, this day attacked the Mahdi's lieutenant, 
Osman Digna at Trinkitat, and, after four hours’ severe fighting, 
defeated him with the loss of thirty-eight officers and meu k 
and 142 wounded, 


a 


QUALIFIED FOR LITERATURE. 


_ “THE Irish Emigrant" sat on the stile, 
On a merry a with Mary ; 
And warm ad his soul ‘neath the beautiful smile 
Aud the love-litten eyes of his heer 5 
And he asked her a question, a ques most near 
To his heart. and she whispered a“ Yes” in his ear. 


“The Irish Emigrant " made her his bride ; 
In the “church down the lane" they were married ; 
But misfortunes pressed round him on every side, 
And his bread-winning projects miscarried. 
Awhile on her vitals the hunger-pain preyed, 
Then her babe and herself in the graveyard were laid, 


“The Irish Emigrant’s ” sorrow we share, 
And we grieve for the death of his Mary : 
The more since we know that his comforter fair 
Would for yeara have remained his good fairy, 
If only they'd sought by the pen to obtain 
That subsistence—poor things !—which their hands 
could not gain, 


“The Irish Emigrant” ought, with his bride, 
To have started the writing of fiction ; 
For fameward and wealthward the author will glide 
Who's unique in his methods of diction. 
And about these poor lovers one fact is well known : 
They possessed—and were blest with—a STYLE OF 
THEIR OWN! 


—_——__-—— 


IN THE CITY. 


THERE was an unnsual ex ion in “the governor's” eve as it 
met the glance of the h of the counting-house, and, full of 
grave apprehensions, the clerk an to mentally search his con- 
science for bygone blunders. The first few sentences of “the 
boss's” harangue, however, entirely dispelled all his fears. 

“1 sent for you, Scrippmooder,” said the employer, “to tell you 
that I and my partner are most satisfied with your attention to 
business—your invariable pemeenny your integrity, sobriety and 
all-round good conduct. I may say that in all the yeara I have 
been in business, I have not come across your superior in the way 
ofa clerk—er—er——” 

“If you'll pardon the interruption, sir,” broke in the blushin, 
Scrippmooder, “I'm sure l'm highly gratified by your very kin 
remarks, and you may depend that they will stimulate me to even 
greater efforts in the future.” 

“Just so, Scrip) , just eo—nnd that’s what makes it so 
deuced hard for me to say what | am about to say to you. You 
are really so deserving, that, if it were not for the stringency of 
‘the slump’ in the City, the decided backward tendency of South 
African securities, the blow to trade with Germany, and a few other 
similar commercial disasters, I'm dashed if 1’d do it; still, with 
things as they are, I'm bound to tell you that after Saturday next 

‘our ‘screw’ will be twenty-five bob a week instead of thirty as 
eretofore, That's all; send me in the call-book, please.” 


ee 


ROMANCE AND REALITY. 

WITH respectful admiration, that suggested fascination, the gent 
across the omnibus gazed in the ag eres till a feeling of elation, 
and a trifling palpitation of the lady's pulse resulted, and she 
smiled—oh, smile unwise! And he kept his eyes upon her till his 
admiration won her ; till he leaned across the vehicle, and with a 
little cough in 2 whisper loud—yes, blow it !—said : 

“1 dunno if you know it, but—excuse me jest for mentioning— 
yer false front's dropping off!” 


—_—.—_—— 


WASTED ON HER. 


“The Hon. Bertie has asked me to go to the Continental to 
supper to-night.” “ Of course, you'll go?” “ Yes, of course I shall. 
Bai io much rather have a sausage and mashed quietly with my 


[Ssturday, Fobruary 22, 1896, 


RESTORED. 
— Se 
. half-stifling at of a primitive Texas Billiar, 
Ix the close. stifling a gy Deryeelnes Atari 


Saloon, two men were playin 
game. but the elder es with a calm, cool assurance, and seens| 
to hoid himself in check ; the younger was obviously doing all },., 
knew—and losing. He played well, but desperately ; somethin;— 


the stakes, perhaps—made him nervous, and he missed badly, 


frequently. 

“tle wttaed a hideous oath as his opponent ran out with what 
appeared like a ludicrous fluke. He paused fora moment, irresolute, 
and then flung a roll of notes upon the table. “Take ‘em, curs: 
yos,, he suid, hoarsely, and staggered, blindly it seemed, towards 
t 


e door. 

The winner picked up the “green bacl .,” stuffed them into his 

pouket, and walked after the defeated man. “You'll drink with 
"a ouhe rreperded him withascowl. “No,” he said, deliberate! 

er im ascowl. “No, A ; 

“J don't drink with sharps.” 

In a second the elder man's hand was at his pistol holster, but 
before he could use his weapon, a dozen hands had seized him, 

“No, you don’t, bd ai exclaimed one of those who held 
him ; “no more of me here, I tell you. You've won the 
lad’s money, I reckon, and that's got to satisfy you this time. We 
arn't going to have no more shootin’ here, I tell you, or you'll 
have to reckon with me and the ‘ boys.’” 

A murmur of assent came from the others, and ‘Spot’ Steve 
sulkily replaced his shooting-iron. ‘All right, Pete,” he said, 
“all over now; but a nasty insinuation like that wounded my 
finer feelings.” 

The crowd laughed ; the idea of the speaker having any fincr 
feelings to injure, tickled it immensely. 

e 


e 7 ° e 

“STOP!” The loud startling yell of command, breaking suddenly 
the strange stillness of the great canon, momentarily arrested the 
suicide hand of the man who had lost at the saloon. Another 
instant, and “Spot” Steve had his wrist in a grasp of steel; 
a bi struggle, and the 
revolver exploded harmlessly | 
in the air. 

“So bad as all that, | 
stranger?” said the elder man 
as he coolly possesred himee! 


of the weapon. “ KReckon you 
wanted this money real bad ; t le 
here "—and he held out the /| 
full total of his winnin ‘>~/ 
“take : = all ig t mf 
weren’ won. Bed — 
The other stared at aoe ie Poy : 
amazement. mean it?” C af) 
he eald huskily. - LE 


ng out of 'em—led you on 
it by bit, till you'd lost yer whole pile. Worked years for it, | 
reckon ; taking it ane r’aps, to some gal in England.” 

The young man stretched out his hand. “God help me—yes!" 
he in a choking voice, “Shake, stranger.” 

In solemn silence the two clasped hands. 

“Sit down, young one,” said Spot, after a pause; “1 want to 
yarn a bit. Years ago,” he continued, “I, too, played against a 
stranger, in a billiard room in England. I fancied myself 
a bit at the game then, but, bless yeu, I never stood a chance. 
The sharp me on, and when I'd Jost my own money. 
I—well I tried to get it back with someone else's. 1 didn't of 
course, but I lost the value of a cheque | hnd been sent to cash for 
my employers trying to. I bolted, lad. The police were after me, 
and it’s a marvel they didn’t nab me. I had a wife—God forgive 
me—and a bright, bonny youngster, but I risked it and saw them 
again before I tied. Poor girl ’—and the narrator's voice tremble 
—*it broke her heart. She died before 1 could write to her when | 
was enfe, and sf boy went too. I saw her death in the paper, and 
her brother told me the rest, and cursed me for a villain, That 
hews sent me to the devil, stranger. I went from bad to worse. 
and here I am a card and billiard sharp—‘ Spot ’ Steve as they nick- 
named me. But you know now why fj wo! 

"The younger man looked up suddenly, 

“What was your real name in England?” he asked. 

“ Hardman—Stephen Hardman. Why, what's the matter?” 

For the younger man had risen excitedly, and was fumblinz 
among some papers in his breast. He took out a small photu- 
graph, and handed it to his companion. 

“Spot” Steve gave but one glance at it. 

“God!” he gasped, “my wife!” 

“ And my mother,” said the other, quietly. 


—_—.—__ 


uldn't take your money, 


“TO WHAT BASE USES—” 


“'Ere, cume back, 7rilby /” 


* gatwcry. Feb uary 22, 1806 } 


CNATCHER'S PALS. 


ard 
the 
bed 
| he 
s— 
> 
No. 7.—Di1pD.LEM. : 
aly, Diddlem is not a desirable acquaintance. He has had all 
natcher’s pals in turn. “He won't have me, though,” said 
vhat Bnatcher, who knows a thing or two, does Snatcher. When this 
jute, me to Diddlem’s ears he only smiled. “Snatcher,” said he one 
urse ny, “see that gineral shop opsite?” “Yus,” said Snatcher. 
ards * Well, I've pinched more kippers, rashers, lumps o' cheese, pounds 
rine, and German sausingers out o' that ‘ere sho than any 
his ther aoallas hestablishment in Battersea.” “No!” said Snatcher, 
with Fact,” said Diddlem. “Fond o' kippers, rashers, cheese, margerine, 
nd sausingers, Snatcher?” “Yus," said Snatcher, “‘ow jer‘manago 
tely, ” © Why, yer , it's only kep’ by a old ‘ooman wot's slow 
pn ‘er pins, konsikince o’ rheumatics, and wot is bad in ‘er eyesight 
but can't see furder than ‘er nose, and that’s a pug ‘un. D'yer twig!” 
° ‘Ere,” said Snatcher. “just wait till I comes back,” and bolted 
held into the shop, and immediately bolted out again with a yell, 
the wsisted by a with an anti-Trilby male foot in it, likewise a 
We broom, 9 bath-brick, and a bundle of firewood. When at a safe 
ou'll istance, “I spekx,” said Diddlem, “that shop's changed ‘ands since 
wos there last.” : 
oily (To be continued.) 
Bald, 
| my 
AH! 
fincr “OF course you must be prepared to make some allowance for 
ny daughter’s domestic inexperience,” remarked the old man; 
vou see she has always been brought up in the lap of luxury.’ 
enly Decidedly, sir,” responded the suitor, “but the question that's 
| the nost important at present is, what allowance are you going to 
ther nuke her?” 
reel ; —s-——— 
THE WRONG THING TO SAY. 
ee 
o~ 
it, 1 
es!" \\ \ , 
Maud. How dare you kiss me! : 
nt to George Spoondill, Oh, Maud. forgive me! I must have been 
cata ad—crazy—quite out of my mind, to have done a thing like that ! 
yeell (Then naturally she was rusty. 
ance. 
gt A WIFE'S VIEW OF IT. 
h for MEN—some men—are mean, despicably mean and suspicious by 
ature, 
Ace They don't “achieve” meanness, or have meanness “thrust 
them pon them,” but they're born mean. I can prove it. 
abled When the craven thing, called a man, to which I am, alas! tied 
hen | or life, wishes to sleep, forty last trumps wouldn't eo much as 
and use him to turn over in his . He lodged, when he was single, 
That na back bedroom looking out upon the foundry where the Great 
rorse orthern ine boilers are rivetted, and sixteen hundred work- 
nick: en hammering never caused him to lose a wink. 
oney: _Now he starts up in the very blackext part of the middle of the 
= ight like a startled fawn just over the tinkling of a few coppers in 
is trousers pockets, Men! 
ling 
hot MEAT VERSUS MEEKNESS. 
(After having recently prescribe] plenty of Meat asa remedy for Gout, etc., 
rtain doctors now assert that Mcut-cating is the sole cause of terrible tempers.) 
- lr your temper is rery 
‘ — — 
Ov A eee volcanic—Satanic: 


And ukely ie cause 
a grea ic, 

"Mong friends whom 
you happen to 


fwould seem that 
the cause of this 
thus-ness 
And “cuss ”-ness 
8 easily traced with- 
out fuss-ness, 

To feeding _ yourself 
upon Meat ! ‘ 

tors nuw Bay one's 

temper will ever be 


WV BL8N EAT; 
MENTE AGAIN palsy, 


sweet, 

If one will eschew all 
descriptions of 
Meat! 


‘Tis true that some 
medicos lately— 
sedately— 

On Gout-Cure by Meat enthused greatly, 

Averring all cures it could beat. 

But doctors (like damsels) do sometimes 
In “rum” times) 
uch alter their minds, and have “glum” times ; 

And here's an example, tuute swite— 

Null, if you've a husband (or wife) you would treat 

For terrible temper—yow eat all the Meat ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. : 


—t—— 


EMPIRE THEATRE, NEWCASTLE-ON-TYSE, 
February 12th, 1896. 

Dear ALLy,—I need not tell you how pleased I was to receive 
your much-prized “Award of Merit.” It is now hung outside 
the theatre, and when I see crowds of peo; looking at it, it 
makes me feel as if 1 ruled more than an “Empire.” I must 
thank you most sincerely for the honour you have conferred upon 
me, and you every success, | remain, yours truly, 

Jxo. W. THORNBORROW. 
Seana comment 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
TnE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“ GENERAL"), 
Cuarrtur Wux.—Tue Furst PLAICE. 


Has I staited in mi hintriduckshun, it was not the errid; 
pret td dermestick phn ogi 


ig- 
er 
exshun 


and 
mi fre an hambishun sored abuv turnin the mangle weal. 
1 pind for the opperchewnity to cut out a kurear for m ware I 
fite mi way erlong the stonie path to faim and forchoon. 
For sum w i in vane, but wun day apenin to glarnse 
kasul ae obs daly paiper ma wick wen of val ma's kiyunts had sent 
‘er washin, my i alited on the folloin : 


“WANTED a klean and respecterble girl as general 
eservint in Lundon famerly. Must be onnest and 
obligin, and a erly rizer. Good waiges to wun willin 
to maik ‘erself yuseful.—Apply to Mrs. Grubbem, 17 
Hashbone Terris, Blumesbery. 


For sum time I muzed over this in sylense. It was not alter- 
gether the opening | shud ‘ave sirlected of mi oun choise, but as 
mi ma in discussin the matter trooly‘ reamarked, tho not czactly 
beggers we can't erford to be chewsers, so aftir machoor koncidera- 
shun it was dercided I shud upli for the plaice. It bein thus 


setteled that I shud imbark m the stormi sea of life i lorst no 
time in ritin to stait mi q a for the perzishun, and 
arfter_a breef koryspondunse i wos informd that the ladie ‘ad 


agreed to taik me for a munth on trile. The waiges wos only to 
bea 8 pounds a yeer, but rizin if sooted. Has mi ma sed, anithink 
wil come in yuseful jest now, to nothin of any lettle perk- 
quisites in the wai of vittles vou can Iai your ‘ands ou. 

Wun weak lniter, havin bi dint of grate percyveerance got 
tergether a suteable outfitt [ took leef of mi sorroin pairunt. I wil 
not dwel the paneful thorts that obtruded thairselves erpon 
me as i fairwel to mi childoods ‘ome or lingir on the saddern- 
mg peste betwene mi ma and me ; as the poets say, “let us dror a 
vale. 


Erpon arivin at the adres, arfter a most disagrebble diskusshin 
with the u,® paneful shok awated me. I ‘ad bean led to 
hexpect that mi noo plaice wos a private fammerly, instid of wich 
a brarse plait on the dore at wunce kort mi i. 


MRS. GRUBBEM, 
BorpD AND RESSYDENCE FOR GENTILMEN. 


Then i sor to lait the trap into wich 1 ad forlan. 
It wos nothin’ but a mear logging ‘ouse. 


(To be continued next week.) 


_—_o 


WHAT MORE COULD YOU WANT? 
i = lil Want an engagement, do you? Well, what's your 
“Applicant Well, you might star me as a champion fasting man. 
A 


anager. Had auy experience? 
pplicant. Had any experience? I should say so. Why, I've 
ouly just come back from tour with a bogus theatrical company. 


THE BRAVE NEW JOURNALISM. 
THE Modern Journalism finds 
In solemn issues, sternly grave, 
A source of mirth for pao A minds— 
The bleedi bones it iM betel bes, 
e ni ight 
And cena the form of pe Sar Desir 


Forth, quivering, clad in clownish robese— 
brave! O rare! 


The Modern Journalism leads 
The soul for morbid food to crave, 
Like worm that on corruption f 
Orare! O brave! 
The g' ur of romance it throws 
O’er human crime, and sheds the glare 
Of Mockery's eyes on human woes— 
O brave! O rare! 


The Modern Journalism joss, 
With seeming purity, to rave 
At “trashy literature ” for boys— 
Orare! O brave! 
And, with its ravings cheek by jowl, 
Compels life’s tragedies to wear 
At covering, trebly foul— 
brave! Orare! 


ee 


PRESENCE OF MIND. 


Bachelor. Yes, that kitchen-maid was a remarkably pretty girl. 
PP lgamgene Well, 1 must say I prefer the parlour-maid to the 
tchen- E 
an” cheer (appearing suddenly in the doorway). What's 
t you . 
Pucheoker. We were speaking about tonst, id dear, and I was 
made 


saying that I prefer that which is parlour to that which is 
manufactured in the kitchen. 
————E 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“In Flood and Field”: The letters F, L, and D. 

So common has the habit of lying become, that truth is indeed 
stranger to most people than fiction. : 

WHEN does February resemble a suitor kicked by his Iady-love's 
father? When it gets inclined to March. 

CHARADE for Farmers: If you have total enough to first your 
animals in the Cattle Show, you may capture a secund.—Answer : 
Enter-prize. ; 

A SUFFERER describes the megrims thus: 
wanted nothing. and wanted to 
giving it to you.” 

THE smasher who exclaimed, “Thank goodness!” after enfely 
passing a counterfeit sovereign, made a mistake. He ought to have 
said, * Thank badness!” 

“ LEARNT by (w)rote.”"—The schoolboy wno was thrashed for 
using the preterite “ wrote ” instead of the past participle “ written.” 


“Feeling as if you 
wll out with ararybody for not 
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BIRDS SLOPER'S CAUGHT AND KEPT, 
“WHERE'S THE SALT, FEYTHER?"—ALEC, 


No. 5.—-THE SWALLOW. 


“Fleet Summer's Herald, would that 1, 
Like thee in Autumn time, 
Could also spread my wings and fly 
Unto a fairer clime.” 


—A SLoPER, Pret Laurcate, ete. 


_——.___ 


A CENTURY END INCIDENT. 

A RASPING, scraping sound, as of someone vainly striving to 
locate the exact position of the keyhole, a bang occasioned by the 
slamming of the hall-door, the sound of uncertain footateps toil- 
somely pesonding the stairs, and then the bedroom door was thrown 
oo" wide, and Mrs. Noofemme lurched unsteadily into the apart- 
meni 


Her nt, long-suffering spouse sat up in bed and regarded her 
ae a look of mingled peer data. * At last, peas in,” he 
8a 


sternly—“ at last you have thought fit to return to your family 

after your ul carouse with your boon companions. Aren't 

he — - to have kept me up hours for you and then return in 
state 

“What’sh stat’sh, m’ dear?” queried his wife thickly, endeavour. 
ing to divest herself of her boots, and pitching the half-finished 
cigar into the grate, 

* What state, madam?” said her husband, sharply; “need you 
ask? You're intoxi- 
cated,” 

“Nothin’ of the 
kind, m’ dearest: 
nothin’ of the kin, 
on’y littl’ bit merry ; 
smoker at the club, — 
you know, a nm” 
having few extra 
aes with the 


8 
“ Monster! Beast!” 
said Mr. Noofem 
tearfully, as he tur 
upon her en- 
deavuurs to extin- 
ish the candle with 
rhat, “1 will stand 
no more of it; to- 
morrow | go home to 
my papa.” 
e e e 
“And servea you 


ee 


KNEW HIM TOO WELL. 


Tom, 1 see Sharper's in mourning. Who's it for? | 
Dora. His sins, perhaps. L 
Tom, Oh! that can't be ; he certainly hasn't lost any. | 


64 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
eee ee ee A CHANGE FOR THE WORSE. 


No. 417.—Mn. WALTER STRATFORD, F.O.S. 

“ Though our hero has rejoiced for some years in 
possession of our much sought Diploma, it is only 
Sainant ned that ee big ye our a for 
permission to includ im in our world famous 
gallery. Skating, as will be guessed from our artist's MONKEY ISLAND AGAIN! 
sketch, is our hero's forte, and whether upon the 
blades or rollers, he is equally at home. For some 
years it was his delight to impersonate the Eminent 
at the many carnivals he honoured with his er 
and where his skill and grace won for him the 
admiration of all beholders, Chiefly because he's 
the comical champion on skates he was created 
F.O.8., and the io id Award of Merit’ presented to 
him April 18th, 1891."—Debrett Improved, 


Brolly. 


SicNork BADWHISKEY AT THE PIANO, 


Vo. 


i] 
PBi a 
OCOWAwz: oe 


“Oh, Mrs. Chope! I’ve heard such an awful 
scandal; it made me quite ill, it did.” “Oh, how 
lovely! Dou tell——” 


é 


Waiter (with emotion). 1 sha'n't be serving you after to-day, sir; 


: ; pe least ways, not at this establishment. 
But i shaked rit . Se Bs A Bday all. Customer, Why are you leaving? Insufficient pay? ree 
ut it was only aris e bo roe op L Waiter. Oh! no, sir, nothin’ o’ that; but they insist on my ‘avin 
She knew her way about, 6 gir my meals ’ere, and I'd sooner starve. 


AN INDISPENSABLE ACCOMPANIMENT. 


He Don't be so cruel to me, Tottie, my fortune is at your 
eet. 


She. All right; but don't forget I must have a wedding-ring 
with it, duckie. 
[But he cried off after all. 


Ne ee FN Pe ae eo. ee 


De Jenkyns (airily). When ashaw, 1 invawiably THOROUGH PACED SCOUNDRELS 


We 
Kind Gentleman (a member of the Society for the Prevention of 


take a cold plunge,—wegularly as clockwork. ‘ ? ; A snapshot of William Sikes, Esq., and his faithful tyke as they 
lors never kno’ moment Cruelty to Animals), 1 must not disturb that fly on my nose, she is ps , sq, y 

. — A ° i Oi ee a wees brat a mother. , ; appeared after being rudely disturbed by P.C. XYZ. 
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